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Payable in advance, 


“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!”’ 


ow THAT Dr. Wiley has been beaten, and the Association 

of State and National Pure Food and Dairy Officers 

has indorsed the use of benzoate of soda in food pro- 

ducts, we trust that housewives all over the land who 

now are engaged in “putting up” preserves will realize how 

much better their canned peaches and pears will be if seasoned 

with a pinch of benzoate, and what a grievous mistake they made 
by not using it in previous years. 
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|v 1s some job training a ballet to smile. So Mr. Taft is discover- 

ing in the case of the Merry Villagers of our ‘Tariff-saved country. 
A king of protected industry may grin with great good humor, but 
the denizen of the wheat-belt finds it hard to make a merry face 
with the raisegi price of necessities staring blankly at him. Of course 
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the Tatt sti. remains, but some time in the next three years even 


that may wear off, 
Ne 


Tue Kaiser embraced and kissed Count Zeppelin when the latter 
sailed his great airship to Berlin. ‘The Kaiser’s kisses are for 
heroes, and Zeppelin deserved them much more than Count Wal- 
dersee, the last hero to be thus 
imperially osculated. Wal- 
dersee merely looted a 
few Chinese temples 
at the time of the 
Allied Armies’ 
invasion of 
China. The 
Kaiser is now 
kissing with 
nicer judg- 
ment. 
“e@ 
ING EDWARD 
is benefiting 

from the cure at 
Marienbad. He 
enjoys the Cro- 
quet Club, from 
which - visitors 
are excluded in 
order to afford 
him privacy.— 
Cable Item. 

Enjoys’ the 
Croquet Club! 
How William 
the Conqueror 
or Richard of 
the Lion Heart 
would relish a 












As Abtways, Wall Street needs automobiles and summer palaces 

and chorus girls, wherefore the high financiers are filling the air 
with the usual Fall Rumors. Again the Lambs will listen to the 
Rumors, and be allured and bé shorn of all they have, and the Lord 
will not temper the wind to these particular shorn lambs. 

The Rumor from Wall Street is Rumor with a purpose. It is 
inspired to entrap the unwary and compass the downfall of the wise. 
Once set free it runs its full’ course, whispering mad ambitions to 
clerks and capitalists, grandfathers and college boys. And the end 
of it all is another boost in the fortunes of the men of Wall Street. 

‘2 
“THERE are no dives in New York,” says our old friend, Acting- 
Mayor McGowan. “Show me one and:I will wipe it out of 
existence.” 

—-—No..dives..in-New. York! What’s that, Mr. Acting Mayor? 
Have you ever looked into the saloons on Park Row? the five-cent 
whisky places? the holes on the Bowery where a ten-dollar bill is 
as good as a death-warrant? Have you ever, talked this subject 
over: with any of Tammany’s lodging-house’ constituents? with 
charity workers? with slum missionaries? © with police reporters? 
No dives in New York! 

But perhaps Acting-Mayor McGowan has said this 

merely for the rhetorical effect of such-a 

statement. In that case it is to be 

hoped that the remark will 

not be taken in earnest 

by tlrose dive-keepers 

who contribute so 

regularly to ‘T'am- 

many’s cam- 
paign funds. 
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THE Pore has 

given his 

American mo- 
tor-car to Caf- 
dinal Merry 
del Val. There 
is no affiliation, 
we trust, ‘be- 
tween. Merry 
and Joy riding. 
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AN AuTOMo- 

BILE running 
into an English 
regiment killed 
one soldier and 
wounded seven 
more. Peace 


glimpse of their TRAnK A: oy  — Va Cm ote hath her vic- 
illustrious suc- ig cs en igi Sait : a tories no less 
cessor. KILLING THE GOOSE. THAT LAYS THE GOLDEN EGGS. | than war. 
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THE ETERNAL QUESTION ; 
Or, THE BASHFUL MONKEY’S METHOD OF POPPING, 


OUR AMBASSADOR TO ST. JAMES. 


T IS GOING to be more and more a matter of delicacy to select 

just the right man among us to go and “hang the expense” 
near the court of His Majesty, the King of Great Britain and Ire- 
land, Defender of the Faith. We area proud and sensitive people, 
especially in view of the recent cruise of our battleships, and the 
expense, by that, hung round the world; and we shall ill endure 
being discredited abroad. Certainly ne mere academic celebrity 
What does the average scholar, in his cloister, get 
to know about hanging the expense in any manner to carry weight ? 


will fill the biil. 
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PROGRAM © DAY | 
nN OCLOCK 
-PARADE — 
HOME COMERS 
IN CARRIAGES 
GRAND FLOAT 
MARS. MENRY WINK 
REPRESENTING 
NOSPITALITY, 
” 4 ocrock 
EEC 
By Salt 
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we, like the Athenians, are always looking 
for some new thing, — why, then, are 
there not forthcoming stories 
founded on three men looking 
just alike, or four, or five, or 

as many as may be needful in 
order to import the esteemed 
element of originality? We’ve 
long had the three-ring circus, 
and literature doesn’t look 
well lagging behind the show 
business in respect of whole- 
some enterprise. 

If it be objected that na- 
ture affords no instance of so 
many men looking just alike, the 
answer to that is obvious: As be- 


tween a paying public and the mirror to nature, a judicious 
art will naturally choose to hold up the former. 


FOOLISHNESS. 


A LITTLE FOOL of seventeen wed a rich fool of sixty-five winters. 
«Because she was nobody’s fool,” quoth:the worldly wise. 
But presently there happened along a poor fool of twenty, 


and the little fool, being such a fool, became his. 


usual amount of talk. 


FATHER AND SON. 


old man to whistle for it!” 


LITERARY CONVENTIONS. 


[' STORIES founded on two men looking just alike are in- 
deed beginning to pall, as may well happen, —since 





THE POET’S CORNER. 


Whereupon everybody’s folly was apparent, and made the 


" Wt do you figure is the result of a college education ?” 
“The young man learns to yell for the money, and the 
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OLD-HOME WEEK AT STONYRIDGE. 


STRANGER IN THEIR Mipst.—This home-coming celebration is n’t very much of a success, is it ? 
CITIZEN.—Well, ye see, we got a pretty cold deal — the only feller who come home was old Bill Skinner, an’ most 


of us was hopin’ he ’d gone for good. 
































































































THE ABSENT-MINDED FAMILY. 






































< Wie A, 


1 




















INFORMAL RECEPTION ORGANIZED BY “THE BUTCHER, THE BAKER, AND THE CANDLESTICK-MAKER” IN HONOR 
OF THE FAMILY’s RETURN TO TOWN. 





WANDERLUST. 


HE LONG, lean, and sallow man in.the seat in 
front of me on “the accommodation” turned 
half-way ’round with one long arm in a 
shabby sleeve thrown out across the back 
of the seat. Heshifted a generous cud of 
tobacco from one cheek to the other, then 
he dived one hand down into his trousers’ 
pocket and drew forth a thick “plug” which 
he held out toward me, saying as he did so: 

“Have a chaw?” 
“No, thank, you; I don’t use it.” 
“No? Smoke?” 
“No.” 
“Wise man. I bet you I have chawed 
an’ smoked up enough tobacker to buy almost 
any farm we’ve rid by to-day. Turrible ex- 
pensive habit once it gits a real strong hold on a 
feller. I begun when I was nine years old an’ been 
at it ever sence. ‘Talk about tobacker bein’ unhealthy! 
Here I been usin’ it fifty-one years, an’ ain’t ever had a doctor 
in that time. My ole mother is livin’, an’ she’s smoked anywhere 
from six to sixteen pipes o’ tobacker a day for the last sixty odd 
years an’ she’s as wiry an’ healthy to-day as ever they make ’em. 

Turrible smart ole lady for eighty-five. Sprintin’ four miles to town 

an’ back to buy her tobacker every week ain’t no stunt fer her 

at all, an’ she kin do more work in one day than some o’ the young 
gen’ration kin do in three. She says it’s because of her tobacker. 

My dad was jus’ like her. He chawed an’ smoked up a farm or 

two, an’ I reckon he’d been livin’ yit if a cussed mewl he owned 

had n’t of kicked him into the glory land one day when he was 
seventy-seven. Goin’ fur?” 





“Not very. Only to Springfield.” 

“That’s where I’m bound fur. Just goin’ there to stop a few 
days with a sort of a forty-second cousin o’ mine that I went out to 
Calaforny with thirty-odd years ago when we was both young and 
full o’ sap an’ thought what we didn’t know hadn't never been 
told. He’s teamin’ in Springfield. Great feller fur hosses. Hite 
of his ambition has been to own a liv’ry-stable, but he ain’t come 
to it yit. If he should have nine or ten millions left him I bet you 
the fust thing he’d do would be to buy a liv’ry barn an’ settle 
down in it. Good feller, but no ’count ’ceptin’ to work ’round hosses. 
I reckon it’s what you call hereditary in him, for his father was a 
hoss-doctor an’ his mother was a circus-rider. Him an’ me had a 
hotel once out in Arizony, but a!l he was good fur was to look after 
the hoss end o’ the bizness. Ever been out in Arizony ?” 

“ Never.” 
“Purty good country, but too many extremes in weather to suit 
It’ll be ninety-two below zero in January an’ a hundred an’ 
ninety in the shade in June. I like a climate a little more meejum. 
Purty even climate in Colorado. Always sunshine. I liked it fairly 
well out there. I run a rest’rant in Cripple Creek six months, an’ 
then sold it to go into the chicken bizness in Kansas. Mighty 
little money in hens. An averidge ole hen will eat twice the value 
of all the aigs she’ll lay. Six months was all I wanted of the hen 
bizness. I sold out fur fifty dollars less than the outfit cost me, an’ 
opened a pool-room in Kansas City, but I didn’t like the con- 
finement of a bizness like that. It’s as bad as the barberin’ bizness. 
I tried that three months once in a minin’-camp in Nevady, an’ lost 
thutty pounds in flesh an’ got so nervous I could n’t hold a razor 
stiddy enough to scrape the down off a kid o’ eighteen. Then I 
tried brakin’ it on a railroad out in loway an’ gave it up after I’d 
tumbled from a freight-car an’ broke my leg an’ two or three ribs an’ 
swallered three or four o’ my teeth. Ever railroad any ?” 


me. 











ome people sympathize with us in our troubles because they can’t think of 


anything that hurts more. 








“T never did.” 
“Don’t. That’s all I ever says when any one asks me about 
railroadin’. Of course, if you can railroad the way ole Peerpont 


Morgan an’ the Gouldses an’ that raft does, it’s diffrunt from 


brakin’ it on a freight, fur all they 


PUCK 





thing one winter in Texas. No money in it. Ever cross the briny 
deep on a cattle-ship?” 


“1 never did.” 
“Well, say, my friend, don’t you ever do it—not as a cattle- 





does is to cut off the kewpons the 
brakeman earns. I seen Jay Gould 
once. Stood within six feet o’ him. 
Wa’n’t no great shakes to look at, but 
he wa’n’t nobody’s fool. Ever been 
down Floridy way ?” 

“No; never.” 

“TI tried the orange bizness down 
there, but didn’t come out very well. 
A partner o’ mine an’ me cleaned up 
five thousand each in an Idaho mine, 
an’ we was fools enough to blow it all in 
on a Floridy orange grove. Our trees 
friz down three times, an’ we thought 
we was lucky to sell the bare ground fur 
five hundred dollars. I’d read how you 
could buy a hull farm fur two hundred 
dollars in Vermont, so I went there to 
git one. Well, by heck, if two dollars 
would n’t of been high for any farm I 
saw for sale at five hundred! Up there 
in Vermont they call four or five acres 
o’ rocks an’ a acre o’ graveyard an’ a 
hen-run a farm. Out West we would n’t 
think that a New England farm was 
big enough for a cow-yard or a hen-run. 
I worked one Summer on a Nebraska 
farm with a cornfield so big that it took 
me from six in the mornin’ until noon 


limit of anything I ever struck as a job. 
A stoker on a ship has a soft snap 
compared to it. When I landed at 
Liverpool I swore I’d never cross the 
water ag’in, but I didn’t take to the 
English nor their ways, an’ I hiked 
back to good old Ameriky in six weeks, 
an’ run a shootin’-gallery at a seashore 
resort in Maine that Summer. But that 
ain’t no sort of a job for a man to tie to 
fur life. It ain't a thing you can build 
up, so in the Fall I went back to Boston 
an’ just sort o’ boarded as a guest o’ the 
city that Winter. You see, there’s so 
many charitable societies and benevo- 
lent institutions in Boston that a feller 
kin live comfortable all Winter without 
doing anything, an’ I let ’em feed an’ 
house me as much to oblige ’em as 
anything else. In the Spring I got on 
a job as deck-hand on a fruiter going 
down to Jamaicky, an’ sick — jee 
whizz! You know them fruiters ain’t 
much bigger than a cat-boat, an’ any 
little swell o’ the water sets them to 
rollin’, an’ you roll also. I rolled into 
a bunk, an’ they couldn’t beat nor 
cuss me out of it until we struck land. 
But I come back on the next boat. 


puncher, I tried it once, an’ it was the 
1S 











-to plow to the end o’ one furrow, an’ LOST IN THE DESERT. Don’t say Jamaicky to me! Hot! Well, 


all afternoon to plow back on the other 

furrow. I offered one old codger in THE FLy.—Saved! 
Vermont three dollars and seventy-five 

cents for his farm, an’ I believe that if I had made it four dollars 
he would of taken it. Ever see the wheat-fields in Minnesota ?” 

“c No.” : 

“TI lived there a couple o’ years, but the climate did n’t agree 
with me very well. : 
Too cold in the 
winter time. I 
went from there to 
Cuby, an’ by heck, 

I got it hot enough 
down there. Istood | 
it three weeks, an’ 
hit out fur the good 
old United States, 
the land o’ the free 
an’ the home o’ the 
brave, as the Bible 
says. I hada 
brother in Kala- 
mazoo, Michigan, 
who thought he 
was about to 
croak with quick 
consumption, .so I 
went to pay him a 
farewell visit. 
That was. thirty- 
three years ago last 
Spring, an’ he was 
married to his 
fourth wife the 
tenth day o’ last 
May. Had a letter 
from him last week. 
He lives out in 
Montana now, an’ 
he wants me to 
come out there an’ 
go into the lodgin’- 
house bizness_ with 











if old Satan gits crowded fur room he’d 


Saved! An oasis! ! better hire Jamaicky to extend his busi- 


ness in! It would do all right without 
no extry heat bein’ added. I tell you I was glad to exchange Ja- 
maicky fur the Klondike, where I went the next Summer, an’ I — 
here we are in Springfield. Glad to of met you. You remind me 
some of a man I met once out in the Yellowstone Park— no, it 
was up on Mount 
Rainier in Seattle. 
We went to Salt 
Lake City together. 
He was one o’ these 
restless critters that 
a never stay put long. 
fee 38) ‘hem kind never 
See} amount to much. 
I got a cousin like 
that. I talked right 
up to him last time 
I saw him an’ told 
him that he ’d end 
in bein’ a reg'lar 
tramp if here 
we are. Glad to 
know you. I may 
go from here to 
Montreal for the 
Winter. Glad to 
have you look me 
up if you come 
that way. Good- 
by.” 








Max Merryman. 


Rom ate in 
the wash-tub 
to-day. 
Jinkxs.—Some 
new fad of yours? 
Binks.—No, but 
it was the dryest 
place in the house. 





him, but I had all I IF THEY ’D HAD A CUSTOM-HOUSE AT BAGDAD. My wife was doing the 
wanted o’ that sort o’ SINBAD THE SAILOR.—Allah be my witness, 1 ’ll never go on another voyage ! washing to-day. 
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ELEGY IN A LIT’RY CHURCHYARD. 


ay Ow I see why poetry ’s decaying; 
a) Now I know why fiction ’s on the blink. 
Though the lit’ry crops are big and paying, 
9) Hard times rule the realms of thought 
and ink. 
’T isn’t that the Age is money-dizzy ; 
Here’s the reason for our sorry plight: 
All our budding geniuses are busy 
Writtng books on how to write books right. 





Lit’rychure is being too-much rescued ; 
Lit’rychure is being ultra-saved. 

Could you gaze this moment on my desk youd 
Realize why authorship ’s depraved : 

Forty books on “ How to Write a Poem’; 
Sixty-two on “Fiction Taught at Night"’! 

Where the deuce am I to read or throw ’em — 
All the books on how to write books right? 


Think what these prolific educators 
Could produce, if they but had the time! 
They would doom the race of second-raters, 
If they ’d write, instead of teaching, rhyme. 
I might save the Age from lit'ry slumber, 
And I would, with generous delight, 
If two “rules’’ agreed in all the number 
Of these books on how to write books right. 
Chester Firkins. 
Pd 


AS TO FIVE FEET OF BOOKS. “ny 
Ws" won’r fat will fill, saith the adage, and filling 
it is that chiefly concerns us, not only in respect 
of foodstuffs, but literature as well. ‘That’s why five feet 
of books won’t do. ‘The amount of it is, we’ve got to be 
pleasantly engaged, and with our advance in culture chewing- 
gum isn’t enough—hence the need of books, and plenty of them. 
Half the meat, masticated 
fine, would 






HIS FAVORITE VOLUME. 


MAGAZINE WRITER (40 eminent million- 


aire).—I represent the A/onthly Demonstrator, 

Mr. Goldbonds. Will you give us, please, an | 
expression of your views for our popular series, i 
‘‘What Book Has Influenced Me Most”? 


Mr. GOLDBONDS (reaching in desk drawer). 
— Certainly I will, young man. Glad to. 




















afford twice the nutriment, but nutriment is about the last 
thing we think of. Five feet of books means mental Fletcher- 
ism, and any kind of Fletcherism 
is a bore. 
No, we shall still demand 
our yards and rods and 
miles of books that 
swallow easily and keep 
us comfortably dis- 
tended. 






PERENNIAL. 


|" GROws in likeli- 
hood that the 
submerged tenth will 
prove to be about 
the last of its various 
tenths which society 
may dispense with. 
And if this be so, 
does it mean that LOVERS’ LEAP. 
starving is a neces- 
sary, if not a very reputable vocation, the economic impor- 
tance of which is none the less real because it subtly eludes 
all but the very discerning eye? ; 
‘The world is queer—there’s far more sin and sorrow in 
it than is good for business. Are we then to believe that 
business is n’t everything? That is a gloomy view of human 
destiny, but candor may yet compel its general acceptance by 
SEA SHARPS. mankind at large. 














hether the sheath-gown means a step in the right direction or the wrong 
does n’t much matter, because it means such a short step anyway. 


a 











pane 


er 


































































| AFTER THE ELCPEMENT. 

’ AND. THE Pook GIRL 

t , celta i a ae 8 
SOMETHING NEW IN AUTO INSURANCE. 


The Auto No-Accident Casualty Co. Pays Indemnities if You Fail to Meet With 
Accidents. 


MARRIED IJ1m FoR His FaAmILy! 


O YOU get real utility from your motor-car, or are you 
one of those disappointed owners who have run 
an automobile a year ard failed to meet with a 
single accident? If you are one of the disap- 
pointed, take out a policy in the Auto No- 
Accident Casualty Company. Then, failing 
to meet with accidents while driving your 
car, and by this failure not receiving an 

auto enthusiast’s satisfaction, you receive Leg 

an indemnity. Look at the figures following. They 

{ ; show how the owner of one of our five-dollar gilt-edge 

automobile policies, failing to meet with accidents dur- 

ing a year, is handsomely rewarded for the excitement 
and pleasure thus denied him. His indemnities from 
the Company will provide sufficient funds wherewith to 
purchase for next season’s use an improved-model car 
capable of producing better results. Look at the in- 
demnities accruing in a single year: 








Se 


For failure to run down chickens policyholder is 





I ois 4 dita nos sana, ss teases tee $50.00 
For failure to hit young pig pctioghattne-s is awarded 100.00 
‘* upset brewery-wagon ‘‘ ‘ 13 150.00 

ty “« —** crash into trolley-car “ ‘ 500.00 
ny *« ** collide with train cc 700 00 
_ ‘* maim orkill pedestrian ‘‘ 1,000.00 
Total indemnities accruing to unfortunate autoist. . ..$2, 500.00 


We dissipate the danger of despair from failure. 
Address the home office, and our solicitor will call. 






THE AUTO NO-ACCIDENT. CASUALTY COMPANY. 
Don Kahn. 
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as far as 
possible is to trot all over the shopping district with it,.but bring 


Feteesas-t notion of making her husband’s money go 


none of it home. 
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BEHIND THE DE WITT CLINTON. 


ANCIENT Pessimist.—Isn’t this smoke and dirt something fearful! 

ANCIENT Optimist.—Oh, cheer up! I understand in a year or two the 
engines will burn a substance called soft coal, which they say will do away 
with the smoke nuisance entirely. 
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DE AMICITIA. ACCORDING TO ANNA. AN ILL WIND. 
HOEVER has money, has (Dr. ANNA SHAW, ADVOCATING. WOMEN FOR THE POLICE Binge eae eae dry spell 
friends; and whoever, Forck, SAYS FHAT THE CRIMINAL NEEDS *Morurrinc.”] must be bad for the farmers. 


having money, keeps 


CRABSHAW. — I suppose so; 








it, he keeps his friends 
likewise. 

A friend in need is a friend 
indeed; if you help him out of 
his need, no telling what he ’ll be. 

‘The man who never is, but 
always to be, blessed is about 
the last man to forget the source 
of his blessings. 


WHAT, INDEED! 
“ Juar are the newspapers 
coming to?” demanded 
Mr. Seaver, as he dashed _ his 
favorite daily to the floor. 
‘“What’s the matter now?” 
sweetly asked his wife. 
“Ghost of Boswell! Two 
days now, and no body-found- 
in-a-trunk mystery. Huh!” 





TWO OF A KIND. 


M** Boccs.—I hate to have 

a man always complain- 
ing about some little thing. Now, 
my husband is continually harp- 
ing on the lace-curtains. 

Mrs. Woccs.— Yes, and my 
husband has been kicking - on 
our front door every morning at 
three O'clock for the past twenty 
years. 


A WISE CHILD. 


(7 UPON a ‘Time, there was 
a Little Boy who had been 
taught to use Tact and Diplo- wetetest fest ‘ce 
‘Oo—an’ not any uzzer! 
macy whenever they would at eaciatiens . Gin % ‘ae 
least do just as well as the plain, Tryin’ to hide from muzzer. 
unpleasant Truth. Moved by 
this commendable Spirit, he walked 
into the Parlor one day while his Mother 
was entertaining Company, and cried out 
before them all: 
“Oh, Mamma! The Cook has shot Papa! Come here, quick !” 
This, without interpretation, may seem to have been brutal 
Unequivocality rather than diplomatic Ambiguity, but when it is 
understood that in reality it was the Man of the House who had 
shot the Cook, it will at once be seen that the Lad rose to the 
Emergency like a Hero, and softened the Blow with marvelous Ter- 
spicacity in one so Young. 
Moral: From this we should Learn that the Worst is gen- 
erally Yet to Come. 






Muzzer’s mad, ‘tause 00’s bad, 
*’Tause ‘oo smells so beery ! 

But don't oo cry ! Wipe um’s eye! 
Muzzer loves ‘oo, dearie! 


but just think what a blessing it 
has been to the fellows who 
bought those $4.99 summer 
suits. 


SHE GOT THE MITTEN. 
Epes AB Tansy’s wife had 
been dead six months, and 
Uncle Ab was already beginning 
to “take notice ” of various eli- 
gible women in the neighborhood. 
One day he stopped at Jase 
Eender’s house on his way home 
from the village. His Sunday 
vlacks and other palpable evi- 
dences of being “ fixed up” led 
Jase to say, with the easy free- 
dom of speech that obtains in 
the rural districts : - 

“ Well, Uncle Ab, you look as 
if you had been courtin’. I hear 
that you think some of tying up 
with the Widow Broome.” 

“Not much I don’t!” said 
Uncle Ab with decision. “I’ve 
just give her the mitten, that’s 
what I have, by jacks, an’ I don’t 
take it back!” 

“That so? She’s-a right 
likely woman, an’ they say 33 

“Huh! <A right likely 
woman!” said Uncle Ab with a 
snort. ‘ You call a woman that 


7S ~e “f who comes at you with a dipper 


o’ ice water, an’ douses you 

from head to foot when you 

propose to her, an’ then makes 

for you with a broom, an’ her 

teeth set like a hyeny, an’ batters 

you over the head with the hard 

end o’ the broom, an’ says she ’Il 

set the dogs on you if you éver 

show your face at her house ag’in? 

Well, that’s the way Kate Broome has 

acted with me, an’, by jacks, I give her the 

mitten right then an’ thar! I ain’t wantin’ to ‘marry bad enough 

to want to tie up with a cattymount, an’ any woman that acts as 

she did with me is goin’ to get the mitten ev'ry time. Now you 
hear me!” 








Muzzer see! Doodness me! 
Hoity-toity-tauty ! 

Awful chap! Muzzer slap! 
Naughty! Naughty! Naughty! 


SOCIETY TACTICS. 


_ | SUPPOSE the deacons in your church pass the plate ?” 
“Yes; they even go so far as to cut it absolutely dead. I’ve 
never yet seen any of them put in a cent!” 


BITTEN BY THE ART BUG; OR, THE DANGERS OF, TOO MUCH REALISM. 





















































PUCK 


THE AUTUMNAL OPTIMIST. _-- 


AIL the jolly town again, 
After Summer’s pleasure ! 
Bath-tubs, theatres, and MEN-— 




















































Oh, they are a treasure! Wy 
Autumn lights can give the wood : \ x 
No electric letter. —! 
Central Park is just as good; Ck 
Broadway lights are better. | i 
Mountain air is growing chill; Con * 
Bleak the ocean breezes; . ze 
But the city’s vale and hill Z s/s 
Brighten when it freezes. WV A 
Who’d prefer a cricket’s drone 7Q 
To a trolley’s thudding ? ’ 
Or a rose to urban-grown 4 
Débutantes a-budding ? 
Half her throat a chestnut hue, Who would follow fickle Dan Wie ose 
Half as white as plaster, Cupid on an outing? — 
— 


Fair Flurette must dye or do 
Stunts with alabaster. 

Horse Show soon to town will bring 
All the fashion-moulders ; 

But, alas! ber “tan-bark ring”’ 
Mars Fluretta’s shoulders ! 


Here he shoots to bag his man, 
Not for future flouting. 

True, we are not yet bereft 
Of the “Cheer up ” gurglers; 

But we’re glad the house was left 
By the Summer burglars. 


Chester Firkins. 


aA 


CULTURE. 


Biyg ire has given us the thinking man in place of the thought- 
less man. It is no longer enough simply to feed the brute— 
his prejudices have to be fed as well. 

“Things,” says Bishop Butler, “are what they are, and the 
consequences of them will be what they will be. Why, then, should 
we desire to be deceived ?” 

Briefly, in order that we may preserve our independent views. 
It was different in Butler’s day, but now that culture is generally 
diffused, the wonder is that publishers find a profit in printing any- 
thing but misinformation of one sort or another. 


FOOLS. 


s  sdapiter make great fools of themselves eating too much, and 

a great fool is at an enormous disadvantage, the way the 
styles are.. However, so uncertain are the conditions of life that 
the woman who avoids starchy foods, takes long walks, and breathes 
deeply, may or may not be a little fool. 








Wid 











THE NEEDLE’S EYE OUTDONE. 


MEEK JATTLE CLERGYMAN (0n the end seat). —1 should n’t 
wonder if a rich man could get into the Kingdom, after all. 





Among men, it used to be thought, there was no fool like an 
old fool, but now that we are mostly dying soon after we reach 
the age of fifty this is seen to have been a mistake. 

What the fool saith in his heart he is more and more apt to 
put in a novel, thus to uphold the level of literary production, 

Moreover, by being so soon parted from his 

















ANOTHER 


INSTANCE, 


Fox (very sore).—lf I’d robbed a bank last night instead of a hen- 


roost, you bet there’d be no bloodhounds on my track ! 


money, he is the spring at once of trade and the 
smart set, to keep them going. How, then, should 
we manage without him? 


eo 
WELL-TUTORED. 


LL SUMMER tlie lover has been on the rack, 
And he is not happy precisely 


Ramsey Benson. 





To find that the girl he’s engaged to comes back 
With a wonderful gift to kiss nicely. 


Je 
SUMMER .CHARGES. 
M*: MEEKYON (dvastingly ).—I1 always leave 
my valuables in the hotel safe while we 
are at a summer resort. 
Mr. MEEKTON (on the side ).— And I always 


leave my valuables in the hotel safe when we 
come away! 


RATHER FASCINATING. 
Bagge ey teres did that young writer figure 
that literature affords such a fine field ? 
CRABSHAW.—He says that there are 24,000 periodi- 
cals published in this country, and if he makes only 
a dollar a year from each he will soon be a millionaire. 





CO: can’t expect to be very comfortable in the possession of life so long as 


twwe are so very unwilling to give it up. 
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PoPuULAR SONGS. { 


Softly! Do not wake him from his slumber 
calm and deep, 


Let the touch of dreamland ’round about his 
visage creep, @ 
Tread with gentle pressure as you tiptoe to . 
his bed, {| & OQ 
Mother, get the hammer; there’s a fly on 
father’s head! ; 
, = ag: PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


“He is a_ self-made man, I am 


old.” 
a true; but his mother-in-law | _ “The World’s Best Table Water’”’ 


insists on making some alterations.”— 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Those who smoke 


Now ready, 1909 edition of the famous ‘Richard's Poor Almanack,” the hit of 1908. ——- bound 


and illustrated humorous book. Sent for roc. Address White Rock, Flatiron Bidg., New York City. them are alwa ys glad 








. : ; to recommend them 
lire ites o! Reason | Sa = iT I to <’ ” ae as 
: ° 3 i] critical of friends 
“Drink it for 4 | 
Health and ‘i , , cama 
q 99 6 /f a wen NE | 3 
Contentment ie , at Ae | | LMBASSADOR 2. 


CAMBRIDGE Cn 
iMBR 25c. 
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after-dinner size 














“‘The Little Brown Box.’’ 
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oe Character in // \ 1| GA 2 ZN — 4 Pears 


Remember The 44 Label ST <= ! Pears’ Soap has never 


Zz B)\\ |e e offered premiums to 

LAE G , induce sales. It is, in 

BEER itself, a prize for the 
slewaukei MAKING IT .SURE. complexion. 


CounTRY BoarDING-House KEEPER.—What time did ye wish 
to be called, Mr. Fiveper? 
BoARDER.—At half-past five, please. 


Established in 1789. 


Order a case sent home 











Ask for It at the Club, Cafe C. B.-H. K.—Jes’ so. Wake me at ha’-pas’ four, will ye, an’ HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
or Buf a I'll be sure to have ye up in good season. 
“ E 1 t : ee b 82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO., MILWAUKEE Abbott's Bitters Ave rapes org Been bm Branon Warknouse : 20 Beekman Street, } New Yous. 
getting the very best. All kinds of Paper made to order 












Bunner’s Short Stories 








SHORT SIXES THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. 


They will delight all sorts ard conditions of Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch, from those unused to smile. —W., P. GS. Bulletin. 


So > 





Though the creations are de Maupassant's the stvle You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that haps, but never roar because they are ‘awfully 
quaint humor and originality.—Detrott Free Press. funny.” — Boston Times. 


> 
THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Boston Times 





PRICE, in Cloth :: :: :: $1.00 per Volume. 








MADE IN FRANCE MORE SHORT SIXES | 








H. C. BUNNER For sale by all Booksellers, Address: PUCK, 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 
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SimMILia SIMILIBUS CURANTUR. 

HoMEOPATHIC Doctor (meeting an old-school physician with a gun under 
his arm).—Ah! doctor, bound to fetch your patient this time, I see! Must be 
pretty tough if you can’t kill him without a gun. 

OLD-ScHOOL Puysician (who is after ducks, sarcastically ).—Better wait till 
you know what you are talking about. The man I’m going to see has one leg 
filled with bird-shot, and I’m going to try a homeopathic prescription on him— 
shoot the other leg full of the same kind of shot and see if that won’t cure him. 
— Exchange. 
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Liqueur 
eres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


Divine Nectareous Juice 
Most Fitting Finale to the Festive Feast 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, _ 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y., Sole Agents for United States. 
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AN EXPERT POLISHER. 


RANCHMAN.—Did you find that new clerk o’ yourn industrious ? 
ARIZONA STORE-KEEPER.—Industrious! Say, the moment I left 
the store, he cleaned up the Cash Register. 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; it insures your 
getting the very best. 





COMPETITION. 

“Ma faither’s a sojer,” said a Scotch lassie. 

“An’ ma faither, too,” said her playmate. 

“Ah! but ma faither’s a brave mon. He’s been in war, an’ he’s got 
a hale gang o’ medals. An’ he’s got the Victoria Cross. The King pinned 
it on him wi’ his ain hand!” breathlessly announced lassie number one. 

“An’ ma faither’s braverer!” cried the other little one. ‘“‘He’s been in 
dozens o’ wars, an’ he’s got gangs and gangs o’ medals an’ Victoria Crosses. 
An’ he’s got a bonnie wudden leg, an’”—with a triumphant shriek —“the 
King nailed it on wi’ his own hands.” — 7i#- Bits. 


Trtrrerertrrvreeeveveee Peer rrrrrrTS 








The Traveling Public 


recognize the digestant qualities of a high-grade beer while eating and 
as an invigorant when travel weary. 


On the dining cars of America more 


Budweiser 


The King of All Bottled Beers 


is served than all other beers. Budweiser is a friend of the traveler 
because it soothes fatigue and is a shield against ill-health. 

The popular verdict of the people is the best evidence of Bud- 
weiser’s superiority. More Budweiser is used in American Homes, 
Hotels, Clubs and Cafes, on Ocean and Lake Steamers than any other 
two brands of bottled beer combined. 





CAUTION: To guard against deception and substitution, 
see that the corks are branded “BUDWEISER” and that 
the “Crown Caps” bear the A and Eagle trade-mark. 










Bottled Only at the 
BUDWEISER served every- 
Anheuser-Busch where, at all first-class hotels, 
Brewery clubs, cafes and bars. 
St. Louis, U. S. A. 
CORKED or with CROWN CAPS 








RATHER RouGu. 





GUNNER.—And now comes a pro- 
fessor who declares that fruit is just as 


OUT TO-DAY! 





healthy with the skin on as it is peeled. 
Guyer.—H’m! I'd like to seesome- 

body start him on a diet of pineapples. 

—Chicago News. ; 


Puck’s Monthly 
Magazine No. 57 


FOR: 


REASSURING. 
Mr. Brown and his family were 
standing in front of the lion cage. 
SEPTEM BER “John,” said Mrs. Brown, “if those 
animals were to escape, whom would 
Brimful of Fun from Cover to Cover | | you save first—me or the children?” 


“ Me,” answered John, without hesi- 
tation.— Zverybody’s. 





Over Seventy ItIustrations 
by the 
BEST COMIC ARTISTS 





“Some fish ate the bait right off my 
hook,” she said. 

“Cheer up. He'll be all the bigger 
when you do catch him,” he respond 
ed, encouragingly.— Buffalo Express. 


Price Ten Cents per Copy 


All newsdealers, or by mail from the 
publishers on receipt of price 


Address PUCK, NEW YORK Miss Hunt.—I didn’t know that 





Miss Flash was a college graduate, 
did you ? 
Miss Biunt. — To be sure I did. 


OUT TO-DAY! 














She is one of the aluminum of Vassar. 
—Boston Courier. 


















































































IN WINTER 


IT’S A COLD, 


joe 


¥y 


IN SUMMER 


IT’S BOWEL 
COMPLAINT 


J 


Be good to your poor old stomach 
these hot days and restless nights. 
Don’t ask it to assimilate raw, 
rank, nondescript whiskies. Give 
it good, pure, gentle old 


I. W. HARPER 


FIRST AID TO DIGESTION 











SAFE AND SANE. 


“Do you take this woman for better 
or worse?” 

“I do, jedge, I do. But I hopes 
we kin kinder strike an average.”— 
Washington Herald. 










gives a high, glowing,dur- 


face nty gers high, plowing tur. S/N, 
Bar Keepers Friend 


jasts, it will shine on! It benefits all mefals, minerals om 

wood while is. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drugy 

and dealers. aie stamp for’ sample to, George 
ashington St.,Indianspolis. 








| An Aguatic LIon. | 


There was a circus in a Mississippi 
River town, and a drummer, who was 
in a town four miles farther down the 
river, wanted to get toit. ‘The steain- 
boat had left and there was no rig to 
be had. The drummer went to the 
river and there found a negro sitting 
in a skiff. 

“Ts that your boat?” he asked the 
negro. 

“ Yassir.” 

“Want to rent it?” 

“ Vassir.” 

“How much for the afternoon? I 
want to go up to the circus.” 

“’ Bout foah bits, boss.” 

“Allright. Can yourow?” 

“What’s dat?” 

“Can you row ?” 

“No, suh. ’Deed, I cain’t do nuffin’ 
laike dat, boss.” 

“Well, dodgast you, get in the stern 
there. You can do that, can’t you?” 

“* Yassir.” 

The drummer took the oars, and 
after he had rowed about two miles 
avainst the current was tuckered out. 

He threw down the oars and said: 
“T can’t pull this boat another inch. 
I don’t care if 1 never get to that cir- 
cus. You’re a fine boatman not to be 
able to row.” 

The negro looked at the drummer 
with quickening intelligence. ‘ Does 
you mean you wanted me to pull dem 
oars, boss P?” 

“Sure, I do. I asked you if you 
could row and you said you ‘could n't.” 

“’Deed, boss,” said the negro, “I 
| thought you done ast me could I roah 
—roah laik a lion.”— Saturday Even- 
ing Post. 


“Do you remember the first dollar 
you ever earned, Sam ?” 

“’Dged I does, boss; my wife guv 
it t’ me.”— Yonkers Statesman. : 











IVER JOHNSON 


SAFETY AUTOMATIC 
REVOLVER 


aan mil 


We point to the difference between the 

positively and absolutely safe Iver John- 
son Safety Automatic Revolver and the imi- 
tation near-safeties. They have some device 
added to them to make them near-safe. The safety feature of 
the Iver Johnson Sa/fe/y is the firing mechanism itself—not some 
spring or button device to pull or press. That is why you can, in 
perfect safety —mot near-safety—kick it, cuff it, knock it, or 


HAMMER THE HAMMER 


“SHOTS,” our booklet, tells all about it in a plain, simple way, so you 
can’t go astray on the SAFE revolver question. Send for it—FREE, 
‘aia tei ar Johnson Safety Hammer Revoiver 
ichly nickeled, 22 cal. rim-tire or 32 cal. center-fire, (Extra len barrel or blued 
3 inch barrel, or 38 cal. center-fire, 34-inch barrel, $6 finish at eth be extra cost) 
iver Johnson Safety Hammertess Revolver 
Richly nickeled, 32 cal. center-fire, inch barrel, or $7 (Extra length barrel or blued 
88 cal. center-fire,3%-inch barrel, - - - - « finish at slight extra cost) 
Sold by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or sent pre- 
paid on receipt of price if dealer will not supply. Look for the owl’s h on 
the grip and our name on the barrel. 
IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS 152 River St., Fitchburg, Mass. 
New York: 99 Chambers St. San Francisco: Phil. B, Bekeart Co., Market St. 
Hamburg, Germany: Pickhuben 4. 
IVER JOHNSON SINGLE BARREL SHOTGUNS AND TRUSS BRIDGE BICYCLES 





Hammer the Hammer . 





ONE ON THE Goat. 


A little boy, accompanied by his mother, encountered a belligerent-looking 
goat in a narrow path. ‘To the boy’s terrified objections to going forward, 
his mother replied : 

“Why, Willie, don’t you know that there is no such thing as bodily pain, 
and that it is foolish for the goat to try and hurt you?” 

At that the boy rejoined: 

“Yes, mother, I know it, and you knowit; but the goat don’t know it!” 
—The Bellman. 


CORRECTED. 


“‘ Majah,” announced the Colonel, “I'll bet I’ve sweat no less than seven- 
teen gallons!” 

“Begging your pardon, Kunnel,” returned the Major, desisting from a 
long libation, “gentlemen don’t sweat; they perspire. Horses sweat.” 

“Well, then,” returned the now irritated Colonel, glaring at the calm and 
contented critic of his diction, “ by gad, suh, I’m a hoss!”— Courier-Journal. 


“Wuart do you find the hardest work connected with farming ?” 
“ Collecting a board-bill from you city chaps when it’s due!” —Zve. World. 











PUCK PROO 


COPYRIGHT, (806, BY KEPFLER scrwaniwaiin 


S PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 











COPYRIGHT 1907 GY KEPPLER & SCHWARTMANN 











These are a few examples of the 
PUCK PROOFS. Send 10 cents for 
new Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. 





COPYRIGHT, 1905, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 











THE LOVE SCENE. 
By Gordon H. Grant. 


OPYRIGRT (907 BY KEPLER & SCHWARIOAUS 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in, 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 























EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 12x9 in. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


COPYRIGHT, 1907, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTMANN 


























ONLY FIVE MINUTES’ WALK TO THE STATION. 


By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. 





PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Third Ave., New York. 


- WHEW! 
“*If this isn’t the hottest day we've had, I'll eat my hat.” 
By Merle Johnson, 
Photo Gelatine Print, 8 x 12 in. 





Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., N. Y. 
The Trade exoetiod by Gobelmen Publishing Co., 





PRICE 25 CENTS. one at ss ee 
SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 


By E. Frederick, 
Photogravure in Sepia, 20x 15 in. 





PRICE ONE DOLLAR 
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z Underberg 


ne * 


Nothing better 
for traveler or 
stay - at - home. 
Prevents sick- 
ness and in- 
creases health. 


Sold Everywhere 


= 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
U. S. Agents, New York, 





FERENCE. 

‘* The buss called 
me in consultation 
to-day,” declared 
the offite-boy. 

**G'wan.” 

“*Fact. He had 
a dispute -with the 


Who wuz leadin’ the 
league just now in 
battin’.”’ — Avansas 
City Journal 


First. Kip.— De 
umpire in de big 








THE MEANING. 

“ What uis the meaning of platonic 
affection ??--he inquired. 

She wrinkled her pretty nose disdain- 
fully. 

“Its usual meaning,” she -replied, 
“is that the young man who talks 
about it can’t afford to marry.” — £x- 
change. 
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| 
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OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


-MADE AT KEY WEST— 





Not Her Favtt. 

KaTIE.—Say, auntie, dear, you’re 
an old maid, ain’t you ? 

AUNTIE (hesitating/y ).—Yes; but it 
isn’t nice to ask such questions. 

KATIE.—iV ow, don’t be mad, auntie. 
I know itasn’t your fault.— Chicago 
Record- Herald. 





Puck’s 
Original _ 
Drawings 


re 





The Original. Drawing of any. Iilustration 
in PUCK» may be bought ‘by persons 
who desire 


A Fine Birthday Present, 
A Suitable Euchre-Party Prize, 


An Appropriate Picture for the Parlor, 
Library or “Den,” 


Or who wislv to use them for decorative 
purposes: génerally. i 
Price, Size anid Character of Drawings, 
will be sent on application. 
Give number. of Puck and; Page, and_ 
address 
PUCK, NEW YORK. 
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‘ Pop. 

Sie.—I’m living on brown bread 
and water to improve my com- 
plexion. +, 

He. —.How. Jong can.you. keep 
it up? 

SHE.—Oh, indefinitely, I guess. 

Her.—Then let’s us get married.— 
Boston Transcript. 


Wigs ks | build 





baseball games. gits 

big money fer um- 

pirin’ games. 
SECOND Kip.— 


Yes, but den it all 
goes for life insur- 
ance. — A”. Y. Tele- 
| graph. 


MAry.—I’m pos- 
itive Fred loves me 
and intends: to make 
me his wife. 

HELEN, — Why? 


more and more every 
time he sees her. — 
Jugend. 





junior partner as to | 


A Business Con- | 


| 








Has he proposed 
yet? 
Mary.—No. But 
he dislikes mother 


A LOVE-SMITTEN youth who was 
studying the approved method of 
proposal asked one of his- bachelor 
friends if he thought that a young 
man should propose to a girl on his 
knees. 

“Tf he doesn't,” replied his friend, 
“the girl should get ‘off !”— Avery- 
body's. 











requires a substantial beverage 

as well as the weaker one who 

requires a strength promoter 

or tonic. It fills the requirement of 

both > Health keeper and health 

maker. Hotels, Clubs, Restaurants, Saloons 
and J.eading Dealers. 


q Satisfies the vigorous man who 
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Pi as ? 


‘*T see, cold and clammy..” 


‘ 


A young man who lived in Chicago was drinking more than was good for 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“Its Purity. Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 giass stoppered botties. 


Dry GRounD.. 


him. --His friends tried to stop him, but failed. 


leries. 


| beat them. 


‘Maybe I can’t consume all they make, 
| he added with much pride, “I'll have you notice I’ve got them working 
nights.” —Saturday-Eveniug Past. me hose 


| 
| 
| 
\ 





ings: you see here are distilleries. 
/you. that your idea you can drink all the whisky made is foolish. 
You can’t consume what they make, and you'd better quit. 
the young man replied, “but,” | 


” 


MasTeR—How was this vase smashed, Mary? 
Mary.—If you please, sir, it tumbled down and broke itself. 
Master.—Humph! 





‘““WHAT sort of a | 
chap is he?”’ 

**Well. he’s one 
of those fellows who 
think that anything | 
mean is a joke if it ! 
isn’t on him.” 
Cleveland Leader 


“T His popular 
fiction is.all rot. - In 
féal life the girl’s 
fathrér seldom objects 
to the man of her 
choice.” ‘*Youzre 
wrongthere. He 
often objects. but | 


| he’s usually too wise 


to say anything. "—| 
Aansas City Jour- 
| nal. 
IIk.—Do-you 





know that as long.as 
| have known you 
have never seen you 
dressed in white ? 
SHet.—Indeed! 
Are you, then, so} 
partial to the color? 
Hr.— Not exactly | 
that; but whenever | 
[ see a girl dressed 
in white | am always 
tempted to kiss her. 
Sur. —Mill-you | 
excuse me for a qnar- 
ter of an hour ?—/v- 


| change. 





STILLING THE POPULAR CLAMMER. 


‘“‘Diggin’.’em I got-chilled, and all smelled up, too.” 


The automatic brake again!— 77?- Bits. 








Finally, one of them took him to Peoria, where there are many great distil- 
They arrived about eight o’clock one evening and walked around. 

“Now, look here, Jim,” said the Good Samaritan friend, “all these big | 
I just brought you down here to show 


You can't 
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THAT DAINTY 

» MINT COVERED 

» CANDY é 
COATED # 


: FIVE CENTS 
“<.° “THE OUNCE 


eo 


hiclets 


REALLY 
DELIGHTFUL ~ _! 


f 
F 
f 
' 


JUST RIGHT AFTER DINNER 
Try Them! Giges*in yo 


neighborhood send us ten cents for 
a sample packet. Any Jobber will 
supply storekeepers with Chiclets, 
FRANK H. FLEER & COMPANY, Ine. 
q elphia, U.S. A., and Toronto, Canada. 















SUNDAY ‘TRAVEL. 
“Father,” said little Rollo, “what is 
meant by a Sabbath-day’s journey?” 
*T am afraid, my son, that in many 
cases it means. twice aréund the golf 
links.” — 77t-Bits, 
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_ CHEER UP!!! 




















“CHEER UP! Photo Gelating Print, 9x 22 in. 
RY Leignion Budd. PRICE 26 CENTS 
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Pat 
Get a copy of this popular print 
and MAKE HOME HAPPY. 


A 


This is but one example-of the Puck 
Proors. Send Ten Cents for’new Catalogue 
with over Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 
: PUCK, New York. 


295— 309 Lafayette Street 


~* udaress 


Trade supplied by GURELMAN PUBLISHING Co., 
801 Third Avenue, New York. 
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_ THE GARDEN WALL. 
(An Impressionistic Tone Picture.) 
fe yellow moonbeams most discreetly fall 
Where stalks the purple tomeat on the wall, 
one voluptuous violet ray illumes 
1 pup.who, frantic, frets 


) Scarlet rage to scale the darksome steep 
And quench the saffron yowls that banish sleep; — 
But still the lurid ululations call 
His pallid sea-green love along the wall. 

t, ah! the golden bottle’s lethal flight 

t parts the soft gray shadows of the night. 


ioe a in one chrotatic hash. 





